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When she did winke, he durste not stere,
Nor play where euer he wente,
With friend or neighbour to make good chere,
Whan she her browes bente.
These folke had two maydens fayre and free,
Which were their daughters dere :
This is true, beleeue you me,
Of condicions was none their pere.
The yongest was meeke, and gentle ywys, Her Fathers condicion she had : The eldest her mothers withouten misse, Sometime franticke, and sometime mad. The father had his pleasure in the one alway, And glad he was her to behold : The mother in the other, this is no nay, For in all her curstnesse she made her bolde. And at last she was in fay, As curst as her mother in worde and deede, Her mischieuous pageauntes sometime to play, Which caused her fathers heart to bleede : For he was woe and nothing glad, And of her would fayne be rid: He wished to God that some man her had, But yet to maryage he durst her not bid. Full many there come the yongest to haue, But her father was loth her to forgoe : _None there came the eldest to craue, "For feare it should turne them to woe. The Father was loth any man to beguile, For he was true and iust withall. Yet there came one within a while, That her demaunded in the Hall. Another there came right soone also, The yongest to haue he would be fayne, Which made the fathers heart full woe, That he and the yongest should part in twayne. VOL. iv. (J)                                             2 D